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table a decanter of water and a tumbler, a brown roll
on a plate and a small pat of butter. That was his
luncheon year after year, and when he had eaten it he
read for ten minutes something from Herbert's poems
or a chapter in the Bible; and he died very much
lamented, with thousands of pounds in the bank,
leaving a most amiable widow and a multitude of
friends to mourn him.

" Imagine my astonishment, one day after I left
Bedford Row, to see him in an unexpected place.
I was staying with a friend at Aldershot, when I heard
a commotion in the camp, and presently a young fellow
dashed into the tent saying: 'Bayers and Heenan are
fighting not far from here. If you come at once you
will be in time/ I saw the end of the famous en-
counter which my colleague Woods made Immortal in
the Times. Among those who hurried along with the
crowd that escorted the two battered boxers to the
railway, I saw my former landlord, with glowing
cheeks and eyes bright with excitement15